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One 


Author's Notes: 
Written with the utmost respect and love for the men of Iron Maiden. | make no claims to any of these people 


and everything written is pure fiction. 


Dave's PON 


Shit" | thought to myself as we disembarked the plane in Spain. Dickie's assistant just told us that we would 
have to double up and share hotel rooms again. We'd been lucky for the past month; the promoters had 
managed to procure everyone separate rooms even though the hotels weren't of the quality we were used to. 
But with the tighter budget and how quickly (and haphazardly) this tour had been booked, | knew sooner or 


later we would have to share again. 


Sharing rooms wasn't a problem normally, even though it would have been unheard of five years ago when we 


were staying at five-star Hiltons. But | knew that Blaze and Steve would double up because ‘arry was trying to 


be supportive of Blaze. The man was struggling; we could all see that, and Steve felt a responsibility. Rightly, 
so, in my opinion, but that left me, Jan, and Nicko to work out room sharing and Nicko just announced that he'd 
booked a room out of his own pocket because his wife was flying in to join him tomorrow. Great. That left me 


and Jan. 


Don't get me wrong - Jan is my best mate and we've shared a room several times already on this tour, the 
last time a month ago in Bucharest. And that's where the problem arose. |, uh... accidentally witnessed 
something | should never have been privy to, and now the idea of sharing a room with Jan left my stomach in 
knots. Oh, we still went out drinking after every show, nothing had changed in that respect. It was just the idea 
of being alone in a hotel room together that put a flutter in my stomach that | couldn't seem to get rid of. 


It hadn't been Jan's fault. He thought I'd left the room for the day. He was in the shower when | unexpectedly 
returned and I'd gone straight out to the balcony to enjoy my coffee and a doughnut. The drapes had been 
drawn and he hadn't seen me out there, but there had been a gap of a foot or so and the angle was right for 
me to see straight into the room. And now as | walked through the airport terminal | wasn't aware of the 
bustle around me. All | could see in my mind's eye was what I'd accidentally witnessed that day. The images 
had been replaying through my head at unexpected, inopportune moments for the past month and as hard as | 


tried, | couldn't forget. 

"Looks like its you and me, mate," Jan's hand clapped on my shoulder, making me jump imperceptibly. He had no 
idea how I'd been struggling to cope with what I'd seen that day, of course. When he realized I'd been able to 
see him in the room, he'd been mortified, and | managed to convince him that I'd brushed the whole incident 
aside. We were at the baggage claim carousel now and as | watched him claim his heavy suitcase | was very 
conscious that somewhere in that bag was a smaller black bag filled with...things. Intimate things. Silky, soft, 
lacy things and even a few..shall we say toys? 

| must have been staring at the bag because Jan's voice startled me again. 

"Davey? Isn't that your bag? You'd better grab it, the shuttle bus is waiting." 

"Oh..right," | managed to snag the bag before it disappeared through the curtain. 

"Are you all right?" Jan was looking at me strangely. "You seem a million miles away." 


"Guess l'm just tired." | managed a smile. 


"Maybe we should just go back to the room after the show tonight, then," Jan suggested as we found seats on 


one of the shuttle buses. "We can order up some beer and relax." 
"No, you can go out," | rushed to assure him. "I think I'll have an early night 


| knew | wouldn't be especially tired, l'm always pumped after a show, but | was glad he let the subject drop. 


The auditorium was another smaller venue and the sound quality wasn't the best, which drew attention to how 
much Blaze struggled when he had to perform songs made famous by Bruce. He knew it too, and immediately 
after the show he was already downing drinks as we took the vans back to the hotel. Jan sat next to me 
wrapped in a blue terrycloth robe, his hair still damp with sweat and a smile still on his lips. He always has a 
faraway look in his eyes after a show, like he's coming back to reality slowly after a visit to the fantasyland 
that music always takes him to. | let him shower first because he was going out, and after he dressed in his 


tight gray jeans and a tee, he asked me once again if | was sure | didn't want to come along. 
"No, it's morning at home so l'm going to call the wife then do some reading. Have a pint for me, eh, mate?" 
"Oh, I'll have more than one!" he winked as he left the room. 


| took my shower and made my phone call, then threw my carry-on on the bed and rummaged around for 
some of the reading material | kept in there to amuse myself on longer flights. It was then that | noticed Jan 
had left his suitcase lying open on his bed. It was neat and orderly, his clothes folded and organized, but tucked 


in one corner | could see a corner of a smaller black bag. 


| determinedly looked away, renewing my search with unnecessary vigor and coming up with a copy of Guitar 
World I'd only read five times. Throwing myself on the bed | tried to focus on an article about Yngwie 
Malmsteen, determined to understand the nuances of his style even though | wasn't a particular fan of his 
playing. But my eyes kept straying toward the opposite bed. It was like that damned black bag was teasing me. 
The one quick glance I'd had at the contents on that occasion weeks ago had shown red lace, blue silk, and 
glimpses of filmy black stockings. | threw the magazine aside with a sigh and lay back, my hand over my eyes. 
Was | turning into some kind of pervert? No, because that would mean that | thought Jan was a pervert for 
having these objects in the first place, and nothing could be further from the truth. When I'd told him | was 
perfectly all right with whatever he chose to do in his private life, | meant every word. So why was | 
obsessing about it? 


| must have lain there for fifteen or twenty minutes before | got up and walked over to the other bed 


Two 


Author's Notes: 
My characterizations of real people are simply that-fictional characterizations and written out of the greatest 
love and admiration for these people. | make absolutely no claims upon these people and make no money from 


my fanfiction. 


Janick's PON. 


| tried to be as quiet as possible when | crept back into the hotel room. It wasn't terribly late, not quite three, 
but Dave had been in a strange mood all day and | was worried he may be overtired, or perhaps becoming ill, 
and | didn't want to wake him. | reached into the bathroom which was just by the hall door and flipped on the 
light in there to see by, and | was just able to make out Dave's sleeping form on the far bed. | hoped he was 


getting some much-needed rest and would be back to his old self tomorrow. 


I'd had a good night, and | was humming to myself as | performed my nightly ablutions. | wasn't drunk, | never 
got drunk when we had a show the next night, but | was pleasantly buzzed and had run into several fans in 
the pubs around the area of the hotel, happily posing for photos and signing autographs. | usually love meeting 
the fans, though at times they get over-enthused and make me a bit nervous. All had been well this night, 
however, and | changed into my pajamas, which consisted of sweatpants and a loose sleeveless tee, turning out 


the light and making my way to my bed in the dark. 


I'd evidently left my suitcase on my bed, and | moved it as silently as | could. Something dropped out as | 
hoisted it to lay it on the floor and | felt around in the darkness, my hand closing on what | call my bag of 
goodies. It was surprising that it had fallen out, | usually kept it tucked at the very bottom, but | thought little 
of it, shoving it back under my tee shirts and crawling into bed. | hadn't delved into that secret little bag in 
weeks, not since the incident in Bucharest that I'd been trying very hard to forget. I'd been careless. No, | 
corrected myself. I'd been horny. I'd been horny and had gotten my things out, putting them on in broad 
daylight because | believed Dave was out for the day. And l'd been interrupted. Dave had returned to the room 


without my knowing it, and now he knew one of my deepest secrets. 


God bless Davey, though. He's been completely cool about it and most of the time I've managed to forget the 
whole thing ever happened. | haven't dared get my goodies out, though - | guess | was more traumatized than 
| realized because any time I've thought about it, even when having my own hotel room, | got jumpy whenever 
| heard a sound in the hall or a door to another room close. When | put my things on | have to be able to 
completely lose myself in the moment and ever since that incident, | simply haven't been able to get in the 


proper mood. 


| sighed, fluffed my pillow, and turned over to face the wall. | shouldn't even be thinking about it now, because 
the mere thought of feeling the silky garments against my skin turns me on, and this is not the time for that! 


Davey is mere feet away, for God's sake! | realized | was clutching myself and | forcibly moved my hand away, 


gripping the pillow instead, willing myself to think about something else, anything else..... 


Bruce was there. Bruce had come to the hotel after Gillan played Barrowlands, and we were sitting in the room 
with twenty empty beer bottles on the coffee table, and Bruce was being persuasive as only Bruce can be. 


"Cmon, Jan," he said with that grin, his wonky teeth showing in a way he instinctively knew I couldn't resist. '! know 
why lan bought you that new Strat! | know how you are; youre a right tart when you want to be!" 


He was teasing me, but he was right and we both knew it. He and | hadn't seen each other for months while Id 
been in Asia with Gillar’s band and he knew me well enough fo know I hadnt been a choirboy that whole time. One 
thing he didn't know, though, was that while in Asia Id picked up a few new habits, and I teased him right back. 


"You don’t know as much as you think you know, Brucey. In fact, you dont know the half of iH" 


‘Is that so?" he got a particular gleam in his eye that | knew too well "Then maybe you should fill me in on 
everything! Or, better yet, show me!" 


He moved across the sofa and before | could react he was crushing me in a kiss. And, damn it, | returned as good 
as | got Hs mouth was everywhere, on my lps, my face, my neck, and my shoulders, and | was lightheaded, dizzy 


with wanting him. It had been far, far too long and no one could turn me on like Bruce does. 
"Wait..." | managed to gasp, pushing against his shoulder and catching my breath 
‘Don't want fo wait! Fuck, Jan, Ive waited too long already!" 


"No," | held him at arm's length and stood up, slowly unzipping my jeans. He stopped then and watched | was 
making a striptease of it, inching the zipper down and hooking my fingers beneath the waistband without revealing 
anything 


"Goddamn it, Jan," Bruce's voice was low and raw, ‘just hurry up!" 


With a flourish, | suddenly pushed my pants fo my ankles. Bruce gasped | was wearing black fishnet stockings, a pair 
of suspenders, and nothing else. 


Bruce didn't speak, he just made a sort of growling sound in his throat and, still seated in front of me, grasped my 


arse and buried his face in MY GOI. 


"Ah, Brucey.." | moaned, waking myself up. Shit! Had | said that out loud?!? | glanced over at the other bed. 
Dave's form was still immobile in the faint light through the drapes. Then | was aware of something else. A 
warm, wet stickiness in my sweatpants. Oh, goddamn it, I'd just had a wet dream! Serves me right for not 
allowing myself to play for the past few weeks! | lay there in indecision This was damned uncomfortable now 


that it was cooling and drying. And to make matters worse, | hadn't even been able to enjoy the orgasm, I'd 


thought it was part of my dream. 


| looked across at Dave's bed again He seemed to be sleeping soundly, so | carefully got up and made my way 

to the bathroom, flipping on the light then returning to fish around in my luggage for a clean pair of pajamas. | 
was dismayed, even disappointed in myself. Here | am, a man in his thirties with a steady girlfriend and toddler 
at home, having a wet dream while dreaming of something that had happened over fifteen years ago! | refused 


to admit to myself that the dream had reminded me that Bruce and | hadn't spoken on the phone in months. 


| lay awake for over an hour, worried that if | went back to sleep I'd have another sexy dream. Finally, | must 
have drifted off because the next thing | was aware of was the phone ringing and Dave groggily answering it. It 
was time to pack up and take the short flight to Barcelona. We would have a night off there, and | was 

cheered somewhat at the prospect of wandering the city. | loved Spain, the architecture was amazing, and as 


always, | brought the latest model of camera available with me on the tour. 


Chapter Three 


Author's Notes: 
This is a work of pure fiction The characters are fictional representations of real persons but all events and 
dialogue here are absolute fiction | write out of the utmost respect for these men and earn absolutely nothing 


from my fanfiction. 


Dave's PON. 


| was glad the phone call that woke me was to tell us the shuttle would be ready in thirty minutes. Just 
enough time to re-pack and grab a quick bite from the breakfast bar in the hotel lobby. No time for the 
awkwardness to take root between Jan and me. Well, for his part there was no reason to feel awkward. I'd done 
a very convincing job of pretending to be asleep. In truth, I'd been sleeping fitfully and woke up as | heard Jan 
moving restlessly in his sleep. When | heard him moan in his sleep my heart practically stopped. Had he just 
moaned Bruce's name?!? | was trying to convince myself I'd misheard him when he woke up; | could tell by the 
rhythm of his breathing. | told myself he had simply been having a vivid dream, then he got out of bed and 
switched on the bathroom light and | could see just what sort of vivid dream he'd actually had. The front of 
his gray sweatpants had a patch of moisture that could only be explained by one thing - and it was obviously 
not that he'd wet the bed! 


I'd worked with Jan for over five years and had known him for close to fifteen years. We'd been regular 
drinking companions before he'd ever joined Maiden, and now whenever we were on tour we made a practice of 
hitting the pubs nearly every night. So why had things changed, why was everything now seemingly tinged with 


a sexual undercurrent where he was concerned? 


| knew why, of course. It was that damned incident in Bucharest! During the short flight to Barcelona | wrestled 
with guilt. | knew we would be asked to share a room again; | learned that the promoter had made the same 
arrangements for all the gigs in Spain, and | made up my mind to talk to Jan. | stepped across the line and 
crossed some boundaries even close friends shouldn't cross, and! am not the kind of bloke who can ignore 
things like that or brush them aside. Things have to be out in the open for me. | had a confession to make to 


Jan and | knew | wouldn't rest easy until | did. First, though, | was damned sure going to get a few drinks in me. 


This was an older hotel but it was in a historic part of the city and Jan was too enthused about the 
architecture of the surrounding buildings to notice if | seemed a bit withdrawn. He almost immediately grabbed 
his backpack and his camera, as | knew he would, and set out to explore the area. Fortunately, fans hadn't 
gotten wind yet of where the band was staying so the coast was clear and | planned to head out myself for a 
walk and a chance to think. 


"Feel up to having a few tonight, Davey?" Jan paused at the door to ask. 


| managed a grin, "Of course! There's a pub right next door - why don't you meet me there when you get 


back?" 
"Will do!" He gave a smile and a half-wave and was gone. 


| did feel a bit better after | wandered through the local shops and picked up a few things to send home to 
Tamar and the baby, but | was still convinced that this ridiculous mindset | had recently regarding Jan had to 
be faced, especially after I'd gone a bit too far the night before. | found myself in the pub before Jan and was 
well into my fifth pint by the time Jan joined me. 


"This place is incredible!" he enthused, sliding onto the barstool next to me. "Even this pub looks like a Moorish 


mosque!" 


| looked around, noticing for the first time the rounded windows and tiled walls. Jan went on, telling me about 
some of the interesting things he'd photographed that afternoon. | listened and made the appropriate 
comments, but | wasn't paying as close attention as | usually did. Outside the sun was setting and | saw Nicko 
and his wife pass by on the sidewalk heading back to the hotel arm in arm, and | felt a brief pang of loneliness. 
Their children were older and able to be left with a nanny, but mine was still too young for Tamar to consider 
joining me on the tour. Jan's little girl was even younger but his girlfriend almost never joined us on the road - 


| wasn't sure why. 


"So, what do you think, Davey?" Jan was asking me, and | forced my attention back to the present. | had no 
idea what he'd asked me. 


"Umm..." | began. 

"I know, | know..he's trying his best. | feel for the man, | really do!” 

It dawned on me that Jan had been talking about Blaze and how his voice was already showing the strain of 
trying to hit notes he should never have been asked to sing. It was something Jan and | had talked about 
several times recently and we were both concerned, but there was nothing to do but carry on, we had almost 
ten months left of the tour. 


"Well, he's doing his warm-ups and the vocal exercises his coach taught him. Maybe it will help.” 


| hope so." Jan looked genuinely worried, and | knew that he was just as concerned about Blaze personally as he 


was about the tour - Jan cares deeply for the people he considers his friends. 


"I hope the acoustics are a bit better tomorrow night than they were in Pamplona," | commented in an effort 


to reclaim the easy camaraderie Jan and | always share. 


"It should be fine, the building is only a few years old," Jan downed his drink and signaled for another. 


"Yeah, but it was built for the Olympics, not for concerts." | pointed out. 
Before he could reply we saw Harry and Blaze enter the bar, and for the next couple of hours we all got 
pleasantly pissed together, pushing aside our nagging concerns for a while even though | still had a knot in the 


pit of my stomach when | thought of the confession | knew | had to make to Jan later. 


| thought I'd put on a good front until Jan and | were walking back to the hotel later, having left Blaze and 
Harry at the pub. 


"So," Jan clapped me on the shoulder, "what's really wrong, man?" 


| looked at him, "What do you mean?" We were in the lobby now and he lowered his voice as we passed the 


registration desk on our way to the elevator. 


"You haven't been yourself for the past couple of days," he pressed the button to our floor and the old cage 
began to ponderously climb, "I'm not trying to pry, I'm just a litle worried about you." 


| sighed, "Yeah, all right. Something is bothering me." | dug the room key out of my pocket and opened the door, 
flipping on the switch to light the one lamp between the beds. 


Jan sank down on his bed, giving me his full attention, "Care to talk to me about it?" 

"I have to talk to you about it," | almost laughed but there was no humor in it, "it concerns you!" 

"Me?" He was clearly not expecting that. "Have | done something?" 

| felt a quick pang; he'd asked that very same question of Bruce when Bruce announced he was leaving the 
band. "No, nol" | assured him. "It isn't you, the problem is mel l.l did something wrong, Jan. There's no excuse 


for it and | wouldn't blame you if you want to switch rooms with Blaze or ‘arry. In fact, | wouldn't blame you 


if you never want to speak to me again!" 


Chapter Four 


Author's Notes: 
My characters are fictional representations of real persons but all events are pure fiction and never happened. 
| make no claims to anything other than my imagination and | earn nothing from my fanfiction, | write it out of 


the deepest respect for the members of the band Iron Maiden. 


Jan's P.O. 


What on earth was Davey going on about? I've never seen him so flustered; he was fidgeting with the 


bedspread and unable to meet my eyes and his usually ruddy cheeks were several shades redder than usual. 


"That's not going to happen," | assured him quickly. He'd said | may not want to room with him or even be 
friends with him anymore! Nothing he could have done would be that bad. This is Dave - the most easygoing, 
inoffensive man I've ever known! | sat upright and reached out to pat his knee "We're friends for life, mate, so 


get that out of your head! Just tell me what's bothering you; it can't possibly be as bad as all that!" 


"Don't be so sure," he mumbled, still unable to meet my eye. | gripped his knee, shaking him a bit to force him 


to look at me. 


"Davey, you don't have to talk about it if you don't want to; | just can't stand seeing you like this! You were 


fine until we got to Spain yesterday and now you suddenly seem like you're a million miles away!" 
"That's because we haven't had to share a room until we got to Spain," he said. 


| felt a twist of pain. He didn't want to share rooms with me anymore?! Then | remembered: Bucharest! That 
must be it, he was disgusted by what he's seen in Bucharest! | removed my hand. 


"We can talk to Steve," | tried to keep the hurt from my voice. Now it was me who couldn't meet his eye," l'm 
sure he'll be willing to switch up and you can room with him or Blaze. l..l'm sorry, Dave," | stood up and went 


over to fuss with my camera so he wouldn't have to see the pain and shame in my face. 


He stood up too and came over to stand behind me, "Its not what you think!" There was a desperate note in 


his voice and | turned to face him. He looked to be almost in tears. 


"No, it's okay, "| said, albeit glumly. "I don't blame you. | never wanted to make you uncomfortable. | never 


meant for you to see what you saw!" 


"That's not what's bothering me!" he almost shouted in his frustration over being unable to express himself, 


then | could see him struggle to find words. We both moved over to sit on our respective beds again, facing 


one another. "Well, it is," he amended, "but then again, it isn't!" 


| couldn't make sense of what he was trying to say. Of course it bothered him to learn that | like to wear 
women's undergarments! Yeah, we're rock stars, we've seen more debauchery than most people can even 
imagine, but this is different. This is about learning a close friend's darkest secret and having to carry on as if 


nothing had changed! | didn't know what to say, and after regaining his composure a bit Dave went on 


"| told you at the time that it's nobody's business what you do in your private life, Jan, and | mean it! | don't 
have a problem with..with what you like to wear or what you like to do..l honestly don't! | don't think any less 


audible, "| haven't been able to get it out of my mind!" 


| was still confused. If he truly didn't find my cross-dressing disgusting or offensive, then why was he so 


distressed? "Davey," my voice came out soft, "just come out with it; what are you saying?" 


He took a deep breath and looked up, his vibrant blue eyes locked onto my own, "I mean, it turns me on! There! 


| said it! | can't get the idea of the frilly underthings in your suitcase out of my mind!" 


"But Dave," | shook my head almost in relief, "there's nothing wrong with that! Its natural to be curious about 


different things." 


He was shaking his head, clearly becoming agitated again, "No, no..you don't understand. It isn't only the 
underwear that turns me on, it's the idea of YOU wearing the underwear!" 


| gasped, completely taken aback, but before | could decide how on earth | was going to respond to that, he 
continued. "And it gets worse. | did a terrible thing, Jan! An unforgivable, inexcusable thing! Last night |... went 
into your suitcase and..." his cheeks were flaming red now and he was looking at his hands, clasping and wringing 


them in his lap, "I got into your things. Your things in the black bag. And..and | tried some of them on!" 


| couldn't stop the giggle from escaping my lips. | tried, | pressed my hand over my mouth, but it welled up in 
me and | broke into uncontrollable laughter. 


Dave looked at me with a mix of anger and offense, "It isn't funny! Goddamn it, Jan, | got into your suitcase! 
Your most personal belongings! | had no business doing that! You should be furious with me; why the fuck are 
you laughing?!" 


"Because it's okay!" | got my mirth under control and tried to explain. "Don't you see, Davey? The fact that you 
did that means you really are okay with me liking that sort of thing! You feel bad about it so | know that you 
realize you shouldn't have gotten into my things without asking, so | have to know - why didn't you simply 
ask?" 


He looked aghast, "Ask? Oh, right! ‘oh, by the way, mate, would you mind if | tried on your fishnet stockings” 
Are you mad, thinking | could ask something like that?!?" 


| shrugged, "| asked, the first time | ever wore some." 


about Deep Purple! You've surely seen the photos of Ritchie and lan in drag!" 


"Yeah, but..you mean that wasn't just a publicity stunt? It wasn't all for shock value? Are you saying they 


really did like to dress in women's clothes?!?" 


"| don't know about Blackmore, but lan did..when he wore anything at alll The man went completely nude every 
chance he could - probably still does! We were in Malaysia and he came to a band meeting one night in a silk 
gown and high heels. John, Colin, and Mick didn't bat an eye; they were used to it. But it made me curious. 
No..." | stopped in mid-sentence and shook my head. Davey deserved the truth, "I tell a lie. If you can be 


honest about how you felt about seeing a man in lingerie, then so can |. It turned me on!" 
Dave was interested now, forgetting his consternation, "What happened?" 


It was my turn to feel a little embarrassed, "I followed lan back to his room, and after a half dozen more 
beers | was able to ask him why he dressed like that. He didn't exactly answer me, he just told me to try it 
myself and then I'd understand. So... did. And | liked it!" 


Davey fell silent and | could see he was lost in thought. | let him wrap his head around what he'd just heard, 
and more than anything | wanted him to know | understood completely why he'd felt compelled to get into my 
lingerie. | wasn't angry that he'd gotten into my luggage; this was Davey! | knew he felt awful about invading 
my belongings and | knew that wasn't something he would ordinarily have even imagined ever doing, so how 


could | be angry? 


There was something else | was dying to ask, though. 
"Dave?" He glanced up at me through his hair. "When you tried on those things..did you like it?" | kept my voice 
mild and quiet, but it was something | felt | had to know. 


After a moment he nodded. "Yeah," he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. He looked up a bit more 
boldly then, a kind of smile on his lips, "To be honest, it was the best orgasm I'd had in a long time!" Then he 
seemed to realize what he's admitted to and turned beet red again. "Oh God, Jan, | didn't mean... | mean later! 


Not while wearing your things!" 
This time | didn't try to suppress my laughter and after a moment he joined in. We were rolling on our beds, 
seemingly unable to stop laughing, the relief combined with the hilarity of the situation and the numerous 


beers we'd consumed earlier carrying us away until our sides were aching. 


"Seriously..." Dave gasped, catching his breath, "I've been trying to figure out how to wash the things | tried on 


anyway without your knowledge, even though | didn't..." then we were off again in gales of laughter. After 
several minutes, though, we both regained control and lay on our beds, occasional giggles still breaking through. 
Then Dave looked across at me. 

"Hey, Jan?" 

"Yeah?" 

"D'you think maybe tomorrow | should go out and buy some things of my own?" 


"Well, mine probably don't fit you very welll" 


And we were off again, laughing uncontrollably. 


Chapter Five 


Author's Notes: 
My characters are based on real persons but they are fictional characters and these are fictional events. | 
write with profound respect and admiration for the men whose identities inspire me and | make no claims 


regarding them, nor do | earn anything from my fanfiction 


Dave's P.ON. 


| woke up the next morning with a slight hangover but still feeling better than | had in weeks. After Jan's mild 
reaction to my confession the night before, | felt like a load had been lifted from my shoulders. | should say 
my confessions, because not only had | admitted to getting into his personal belongings without permission and 
trying on his most intimate garments, I'd admitted that I'd enjoyed it. Jan, to my relief, chose not to comment 
on that part of it, and | probably wouldn't have been so careless about it if | hadn't been half in the bag. I'd 
mentioned something similar after the original incident in Bucharest when I'd accidentally caught him 
masturbating, but he hadn't reacted to it then either. As comfortable as | am around Jan it's easy for me to 
speak without thinking, but | know I've been lucky so far and that if I'm not more careful he's going to get a 
little creeped out. Thank goodness | hadn't blurted out that I'd overheard him having an erotic dream, a dream 


| was almost certain had been about Bruce. 


Strangely enough, that doesn’t surprise me any more than learning that Jan first discovered his fondness for 
ladies’ lingerie through lan Gillan. lan has long had a bit of a reputation as a kinky motherfucker, though I'd half 
attributed the rumors to Blackmore simply trying to discredit him. And there have long been rumors about 
Jan and Bruce as well, mostly unspoken, consisting of significant looks between band members when the two of 
them would get particularly affectionate onstage or when they would both vanish without explanation at times. 
Lying in bed, only half awake, | couldn't help but wonder how much truth there was to any of that and where 
their relationship - if there was one - stood now that Bruce had left the band. 


| heard Janick move in the other bed and my first thought was ‘please don't let him be having another dream’. 
But it was simply him waking up and sitting up at the edge of the bed, rubbing his hands across his face. We'd 
both fallen asleep in our clothes after our silly laughing binge, and now Jan looked disheveled and somewhat 


worse for wear. 


"Morning, mate," | greeted him, sitting up. 


"Ah, Christ, Davey, how many beers did we have last night?" Jan groaned. 


| laughed, "Speaking for myself, too many, counting the ones we had after we got back to the room." Jan had 


produced several loose cans of lager from his backpack that's he'd picked up on his excursion They'd been 
warm, but we're English; that doesn't faze us a bit. | was starting to think he'd forgotten our conversation 


when he looked up at me with a sly smile. 
"So, are you still interested in going on a little shopping trip today?" 


| was blank for a second, then | remembered - I'd told him | wanted to buy some girly undies for myself! | 


stammered, "Uh, | don't know, man. | wouldn't know where to go... 


"Relax, | know it can feel weird at first if you aren't used to buying that sort of thing for yourself. I'll go with 
you if you like" Then he quickly added, "Unless you'd rather forget the whole thing." 


Suddenly | knew without a doubt that | did not want to forget about it, "Well..all right, if you don't think it's too 


weird.” 


Jan laughed, standing and stretching. | tried not to notice the sliver of pale skin that showed at his waist when 
he raised his arms over his head. "There isn't anything weird about it. Women go shopping together all the 
time, right? So why can't we?" 


Why indeed? It wasn't quite noon yet and we didn't have to assemble to ride to the venue until six since we'd 


long since ceased having sound checks before our concerts. That left us all afternoon. 


"I'd recommend wearing some kind of disguise, though, when we go out," Jan cautioned me as he emerged from 
performing his morning routine in the bathroom. I'd taken the opportunity to dress while he was in there - for 
some odd reason, | suddenly felt awkward about changing in front of Jan though we'd done it dozens of times 


before now. 


"| was recognized one time while Bruce and | were on the Millionaire tour," he told me. "One of the fans who'd 
been following the whole tour saw me coming out of a certain shop in Walsall. He's never publicly said anything, 
but ever since then, I've been much more careful. It doesn't have to be anything elaborate, just tie your hair 


back and wear a hat and sunglasses or something.’ 

| searched through my bags until | found a golf cap and plain black jacket, all the while in disbelief that | was 
actually going to go through with this. Then | remembered the feeling | had when | slid Jan's silk stockings up 
my legs and how the satin knickers had felt against my skin... 


I'm as ready as I'll ever be, " | announced. 


Jan had tucked his hair under a baseball cap and donned his wraparound sunglasses. "Right, then" he clapped 
me on the back, "Let's go!" 


| had no clue where we were going, but Jan obviously knew his way around, no doubt from previous tours to 


the city. We left by the service entrance behind the hotel and hailed a taxi, Jan giving the driver an address in 


his halting Spanish. It was quite a long ride and, as with most European cities, we went through several 
distinctive parts of town - a business area, a shopping area, a residential area, and finally | noticed that the 
buildings were older and more run down when the taxi pulled over to let us out. | looked around as Jan paid the 


driver. We were in what most people would consider a red-light district! 


"Jan." | began hesitantly, but he plucked at my sleeve, motioning for me to follow him to a row of shops 


across a square. 


What followed was one of the strangest afternoons of my life. Jan knew exactly what he was doing and led the 
way to some discreetly signed shops that, even though my Spanish is rudimentary at best, | knew were high- 
end sex shops. Its not as though I've never been in places like that - hell, I'd visited such establishments in 
nearly every city the band played in during the American tours in the eighties, but never before in Europe. 
These stores were as different as night and day from the seedy sex stores at American truck stops - these 
unashamedly catered to every kink imaginable, some that even left me feeling a bit uncomfortable as we 
passed rows of latex diapers and displays of more types of cock rings than | knew existed, but Jan didn't spare 
a glance at all of this. He headed straight for a section specifically carrying high-quality feminine lingerie made 


specifically for men 

| felt | was in some kind of alternate dimension, and Jan left me to browse privately as he went off to do his 
own shopping. After a while, my uneasiness evaporated and | became more and more fascinated by the 
selection offered, finally choosing some items that | found especially appealing, though | wrapped them up in as 
small a parcel as possible, still a bit concerned about being recognized. 


A tap at my elbow made me physically jump until | realized it was Jan. 


"Are you ready, mate?" | noticed he carried a rather large, unmarked shopping bag, indicating he's already paid 


for his purchases. "It's almost four o'clock" 

| was astonished; where had the afternoon gone? "Right, yeah..l just have to pay for this..." 

Jan pointed toward the check-out counter and waited outside on the sidewalk, hailing a cab just as | emerged. 
"Well?" he asked once we were on our way back to the hotel. "It wasn't so intimidating, was it?" 

| had to laugh, "No, it wasn't, once | got used to the idea" 


I'm glad you found some things you like," he nodded to my shopping bag. "I have to admit, Davey, it's kind of 


nice to have someone who shares my interest in this sort of thing.’ 


| hadn't thought about it from that point of view before, but | suddenly realized what he meant. Granted, he 
told me lan Gillan was into this stuff but Gillan and Jan no longer had much contact. At that moment | felt a 
different kind of bond between Jan and me, beyond music or even beyond our being drinking comrades. And 


upon realizing that, | not only felt closer to Jan than ever before, but | felt some of the reservations about 


my newfound kink start to ease for the moment. 


Chapter Six 


Author's Notes: 

Though the timeframe is accurate to the X-Factour, all events and conversations in this story are complete 
fiction | write to honor the men my characters are loosely based upon and have the greatest respect for Iron 
Maiden as a band and for the individual members. | make no claims to these individuals and earn nothing from 


my fanfiction. 


Janick's PON. 


Poor Davey, he'd been so uncomfortable and self-conscious during our little shopping trip. He seemed much 
more relaxed, however, as we arrived back at our hotel. Due to heavy traffic, we were running late and barely 
had time to freshen up and dump our so-called disguises before going downstairs to board the shuttle for the 
venue, merely tossing our shopping bags on our beds. I'd found some very interesting items | hadn't seen at 


other stores and | was anxious to try them on, but there was no time for that now. 


The hall we were playing at that night, the Pavelló de la Vall d'Hebron, though a newer building, was still smaller 
than Maiden had usually played in the past and because it was built for sporting events, the acoustics weren't 
the best. Still, it was a fantastic concert, Blaze seemed reasonably comfortable with his vocal range, and the 
crowd was wildly enthusiastic. | was completely stoked after our last encore, as always, and gladly grabbed the 
cold Corona my tech thrust into my hand as he took my guitar. | knew | was smiling like an idiot, | can't stop 
smiling after a show, and | saw Davey laughing. 


"Are we going to a pub, or do you just want to have some beer sent up to the room?" he asked. 


| hadn't thought about it but now that he mentioned it, there weren't many good bars within walking distance 
of the hotel and if we stayed in the room we would be able to have a few more than usual. We have a show 
tomorrow night in Madrid and even though it was a short flight, | noticed on the schedule that we would be 


departing before noon. 


"Let's have a supply sent up to the room," | suggested. "We can go out after tomorrow's show - | remember 
there being several good pubs in Madrid." 


A quiet request was made and the beer was delivered to the room before we'd even had a chance to shower. 
Davey took the shower first this time so | took the opportunity to go over my purchases while he was in 
there. The best thing about shopping in specialty shops like the one we'd gone to was that, when buying 
women's underwear made specifically for men, one didn't have to worry about the fit. | found two corsets, a 
deep red silk and lace one and a royal blue velveteen one, that didn't have the awkward bra cups that look so 
wrong when | wear corsets made for women. Corsets are a favorite of mine, especially ones with attached 


suspenders, but | only had a few in my collection and hadn't brought any on tour with me. | had a strong urge 


to try the new ones on but dared not - poor Davey might flip if he came out of the bathroom to see me like 
that. | was glad he shared my interest, but that may prove to be too much for him. Besides, | couldn't be 
certain that merely trying the garments on wouldn't arouse me, and Davey certainly didn't need to see that - 
again! | was fairly certain that it WOULD arouse me, actually. Aside from the wet dream a few nights ago, | 
hadn't done anything at all in over a month. 


I'd just stashed the new garments - the corsets as well as some suspender belts and three new pair of 
stockings - in my black goodie bag by the time Davey emerged from the bathroom and indicated that it was 
my turn to shower. It was all | could do to not play with myself in the shower thinking about how my new 
purchases would look and, more importantly, how they would feel against my skin, but | restrained myself, 


wanting to hold off until | could wear them. 
| shouldn't have been surprised to find Davey going over his day's acquisitions when | came out of the 
bathroom, but | was. So was he; I'd appeared rather suddenly, and he scrambled to shove a pile of lace and silk 


back into the shopping bag. He looked embarrassed, and it was suddenly important that | put him at ease. 


"Hey, don't treat that stuff so rough," | joked. "You don't want to tear it; you haven't even had a chance to 
wear it yet!" 


He laughed, "Sorry..l'm just not used to having this stuff!" 


"Listen, if you want to look it over, go ahead. | admit | checked out what | bought while you were showering." 


no idea if | chose the right size!" 
| cracked open a beer with a shrug, "Go ahead if you want to - the bathroom is free now." 


"Yeah, but... guess | kind of want a little more privacy. This is all so new to me. Tell me, Jan.." he leaned 
forward, his genuine curiosity evident, "have you ever worn that stuff around anyone else? | mean, knowing 


that someone else could see you." 
| owed him an honest answer. "Sure. A few people." 
"Gillan?" Dave asked hesitantly. 


He was trying to become more comfortable with his newfound interest, and | understood that, so again | gave 
him an honest answer. "The night | first asked lan about it, he pulled a satin teddy out of his luggage and told 
me to try it on And | did, right there in his hotel room" My mind flashed back to that long-ago night and | 
found myself blushing and looking away, taking a sip of beer. It had been on the tip of my tongue to recount 
what happened after | tried the teddy on, but that was a secret even deeper and darker than my love of 


women's lingerie. 


Dave's was a few beers ahead of me, having downed a few while | was showering, but even if he was buzzed, 


his next words took me completely off guard. 
"And Bruce knows too, doesn't he?" he asked. 
"W... why do you ask that?" | stammered, so taken aback that | was unable to form a decent response. 


"| don't know!" Dave made an erasing hand gesture, shaking his head, "I'm sorry, | shouldn't have said that! 


Forget | even mentioned it, okay?" 
| looked at Dave, clearly nonplussed and discomfited as he fussed with his shopping bag, shoving it into his 
suitcase as he tried to cover his faux pas. And | realized that this man is the best friend | have in the world, 


the man | now feel closest to out of everyone | know, aside from my own family. | made a sudden decision 


"Yeah, Dave," | said gently; | could hear the nostalgia and a bit of sadness in my voice. "Bruce knows. He used to 


love it when | dressed up for him." 

| kept my eyes locked to Dave's as | spoke, and not once did | see surprise, revulsion, or even a flicker of 
judgment upon hearing my confession. He was silent for a long moment, then he nodded, looking down at his 
hands. "| can understand that," he said, so quietly it was almost spoken beneath his breath. Then he looked 
straight up into my eyes. 


"You were in love with Bruce, werent you?" 


It was a simple question, | sensed no hidden meaning or ambiguity in his voice or his expression, yet | felt my 


chest close up as | struggled to answer. 


"I think," | began, then | cleared my throat which seemed to suddenly form a lump in it, "I think | will always be 


in love with Bruce." 
Dave's gaze didn't waver. "And Bruce? How does he feel?" 


This time | couldn't answer - it was just too painful. Because the truth is, | don't know. | never really knew. 


Chapter Seven 


Author's Notes: 
My characters are based in name and appearance upon real persons but the events here are complete fiction 
| write out of love and respect for these men and make no claims regarding them, nor do | earn a penny from 


my fanfiction. 


Dave's P.ON. 


Part of me couldn't believe Jan and | were having this conversation | wasn't a bit surprised when he confirmed 
what we had all suspected in the back of our minds all along; that he and Bruce were more than just close 
friends. But | never suspected the depths of emotion involved, at least on Jan's side. If we thought about it all, 
the band members assumed it was just a sexual thing, something Bruce has always been well known for. But 
there was genuine, heartfelt anguish in Jan's voice when he spoke of Bruce and his eyes were glistening with 


unshed tears. | felt like an absolute arse for bringing it all to the forefront of Jan's mind. 


"l'm sorry, mate," | told him honestly. "| didn't mean to... none of this is any of my business and now l've made 


you feel bad. | never intended..." 


Jan waved a hand and attempted a wan smile, interrupting my halting apology, "No, | wouldn't have told you 
anything if | didn't want you to know. And," he did smile now, "you are the only person who does know. Oh, | 
know people have been whispering for years, saying that the only reason | was chosen to join Maiden is that 
I'm Bruce's fuck-buddy, but thats all gossip. You are the only one who knows the truth. Well, you know two 


truths about me now." 


| nodded, and | felt honored. My discovering Jan's penchant for cross-dressing had been an accident, but when 
he looked me straight in the eye and told me he's in love with Bruce, that was a deliberate act of complete 
trust and it humbled me. He knew me well enough to know | would never breathe a word of it to anyone. | took 
a long sip of my beer, belatedly realizing | was already on the verge of being drunk. | hadn't eaten a bite since 
breakfast and had just had five beers in quick succession, so it was no wonder! And maybe that explained the 
quick, powerful rush of resentment | felt toward Bruce. How could anyone have someone as wonderful as Jan 
so much in love with them and simply leave, going off on his own for his own selfish reasons?! We all felt that 
resentment when Bruce left the band, but it was more personal to me now because it was plain that when he 
left, he not only turned his back on the band that our lives were centered around, but he had also broken my 
best mate's heart! 


Without thinking, | moved over to sit next to Jan on his bed and put my hand on his shoulder. "Still, 'm sorry | 
opened up some old wounds. Here," | reached into the ice bucket and handed him a beer, "let's change the 
subject." | wanted to erase that lost, sad look from Jan's usually sparkling gray eyes so | said the first thing 
that popped into my head. "Tell me about what you bought today?" 


It seemed to be the right thing to say because he turned to look at me with a smile. "I found a few rice items. 


Ill show you, but I'd like to see what you bought too." 


| laughed, but if that's what it would take to take Jan's mind off Bruce, | agreed. Still sitting next to Jan, | 


reached over and pulled the shopping bag from where I'd hastily shoved it in my suitcase. 


"Mind you, | had no idea what to look for, so | just bought some things that looked like they'd be fun" My chief 
motivation had been imagining the feel of the fabric against my skin, but | didn't say that aloud. | opened the 
bag and pulled out the first thing | laid my hands on, a dark purple pair of bikini briefs made of almost 


transparent nylon with a spiderweb lace design woven into them. 


Jan's eyes brightened with interest and he reached over to run the fabric between his thumb and index finger. 
"Those are nice, they seem to be of good quality. I've had some inexpensive ones similar to that but 


unfortunately they tore almost immediately. 


| swallowed, nodding because | felt | couldn't speak at the moment. Something about how Jan had felt of the 
briefs, something in the way his long fingers slid across the fabric, made my throat close up. 


"Let's see what you bought," | finally managed to say, hoping to distract myself from the tingling feeling | was 


experiencing. 


Jan smiled, pulling the infamous black bag from his luggage and unzipping it. He was holding the bag facing 
himself and | found myself wishing | could see inside. I'd been too nervous of being caught the night Id rifled 
through the bag to take note of the contents, merely quickly grabbing the items on top. 


"| particularly like this one," Jan spread a deep red garment across his knees that at first | couldn't identify. It 
looked similar to one of my wife's bustiers, but this one had no bra cups. Then | realized that of course it 
didn't; it was designed for a man! And as soon as that dawned on me, | got a clear, vivid image in my head of 


Jan wearing it. My breath caught, but | covered it by pretending | was only appreciating the rich color. 
"That's... that's nice," | managed. "I never thought of something like that." 

"I have a few corsets, but it's not easy to find well-made ones designed for men," Jan was speaking as 
matter-of-factly as if we were discussing the merits of different brands of guitar strings. "| used to have a 


leather one that Bruce went mad over." 


Oh shit, | didn't want to get him onto the subject of Bruce again. "Do you think you could try it on?" | 
suggested a bit hesitantly. "llim not sure if something like that would be right for me." 


"Really?" Jan seemed surprised at the idea "Sure, | suppose | can. | admit l'm curious how it will fit. It has 


snaps and metal stays sewn in the side, and my other ones just lace up in the front." 


With that, he pulled his tee-shirt off over his head and | watched in rapt fascination as he donned the corset, 
snapping the long row of fasteners at the front and adjusting it to straighten it. He stood and went to the 
mirror over the credenza, examining his reflection critically. | was glad he'd moved; sitting so close to him was 


becoming uncomfortable because | was certain he'd soon notice the prominent bulge I'd developed in my jeans. 


Jan still wore his jeans below the corset and the juxtaposition of the two vastly different garments was 
spellbinding - | couldn't look away. 


"Is it comfortable?" was the only thing | could think to ask 
"Yeah, it fits. | don't think I'll wear it beneath my clothing, though." 
I'd never thought about that! "You sometimes wear these things beneath your everyday clothes?" | exclaimed. 


"Oh, yeah, quite often," Jan admitted casually, then with a grin he added, "and sometimes beneath my stage 


clothes as welll" 


Oh. My. God! How many times had | been playing next to Jan, how many times had we been trading solos and 
doing our onstage hijinks while he had been wearing something soft and shiny and sexy under his jeansl? 


"Right, then," Jan said, coming back and flopping on the bed next to me again, lying back against the pillow still 
wearing the corset, "now, you try on something you bought today!" 


"Oh, no..no, | couldn't, " | stammered. "I'd feel a right fool!" 

"No need tol" Jan assured me. "I'm sitting here wearing a corset, for fuck sake, so you have nothing to be 
embarrassed about! Of course, you don't have to," he added, instantly contrite. "| was forgetting you're new to 
this." 

"Well, it's not that," | admitted, feeling my face heat up and unable to meet Jan's eyes. "And | am curious how 
"What?" Jan sat up, realizing | was struggling to express something and failing miserably. "I'm sorry, mate. | 
feel like I'm rushing you into this.” 

"No, it isn't anything like that. It's just that | can't try any of these things on in front of you; not right now." 
"You aren't feeling self-conscious about your weight again, are you?" Jan was concerned; he knew I'd gained a 


few pounds and was sensitive about it. "Because if its that, you have nothing whatsoever to be worried about. 


You look great!" 


No!" Exasperation coupled with the beer was loosening my tongue and | spoke without thinking, "I can't try on 


anything right now because seeing you in that corset has given me a raging boner!" | burst out. 


